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the world I had now come to the country of the Beni
Unaghel, Abd-el-Krim's own clan, which provided
him with so many first-class fighting-men The Riff
seemed indeed an empty land With the exception of
the Spanish port. Villa Sanjurjo, there are no towns,
and the occasional villages are made up of a few scat-
tered, flat-roofed houses At this time, of course, very
many men were away fighting in Spain, but enough
had been left behind to cultivate the land, as fields of
waving com testified. The Riffis are noted agricul-
turalists, and though the soil is poor and the country
barren, they have obtained good results, particularly in
the cultivation of fig orchards—figs, whether in fresh or
dried form, being a staple article of Riffi diet There
seemed no lack of food, and I was surprised to see such
large areas of land producing corn, this bemg due, no
doubt, to the wise policy of the High Commissioner in
issuing free seed
All the men of the Beni Uriaghel whom I encoun-
tered, possessed a rifle. They may have belonged to
the mehallas, but whether the distribution of arms to
such warlike people can be considered wise is open to
question Fine, upstanding men, many of them looked
entirely European with their light complexions, fair
hair and grey eyes, and they carried themselves with
the swing of free-born mountaineers The women wore
bright yellow clothes, the men, short brown jellabas,
white shirts and white serwal,1 which were as spotless
as the Sultan's robes of ceremony. There could be no
shortage of soap in the Riff
Darkness overtook us, and it spoke well for the tran-
quillity prevailing that in a country formerly so dan-
gerous, one could travel with complete safety, though
1 Baggy Moslem trousers

